114                        MARIE  LOUISE.

of an anchorite made an imposing contrast with the
pagan memories of which this spot was full. As he
gazed at 'the mythological frescos of Priniatieeio, the
Vicar of Christ thought of the emptiness of all
human glory and splendor, and he said to himself
that palaces pass away, but the - cross remains. He
cast a glance of utter indifference upon the useless
luxury with which they pretended to surround him.
The carriages and horses offered to him might have
come from the Imperial stables; he was firmly
decided never to use them, lie refused to officiate
publicly in the chapel of the palace, lie asked for
and secured the transformation into an oratory of
the drawing-room nearest his bedroom, and it was
there that he said mass every morning. He never
consented to leave Ids rooms on any pretext, not
even to take the air in his garden. His sole prome-
nade was to walk a few slaps in the gallery. The
inhabitants of Foutamebloau never set eyes on him.
He lived like a monk, devoting his days to fasting
and prayer, patching his worn-out clot-lies* The
palace of Henri II. and Diane de i'oitietH, of Henri
IV. and Gabrielle d'Ktttr^ert, had become a monastery*
For seven months to a day PIUH VII. Had led the
life of an anchorite at Fontaiuebleau, when, January
19, 1818, at nightfall* jnwt after las frugal meal,
while he was talking with tho earcliiiak and bishops
who lived with him, he saw Napoleon suddenly enter
in hunting-dreBB! His surprise and emotion were
great at seeing face to face the conqueror whose